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CHARACTERS. 



Esm£ CoLQUHOUN, a Poet 
Colonel Rainshaw, Host. 
Major Graysett, \ 

Sir Frederick Romer, I 
Mr. Margrave, \ Guests, 

Sahib Balaji, I 

De Rivaz, / 

Guests. 

Christine Borlase {Painter), \ 

Judith Fountain, L^^^^ 

Lady Romer ( Wife of Sir Frederick), j 
Madame Tamvaco, J 

French Maid. 
English Maid. 
Guests. 

Act I. — Hail at Leeshoim, Act II. — Morning-room at Leesholm. 
Act III. — Mrs, Borlas^s Studio, 

Time— 7%^ Present 
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ACT I. 

Hall at Leeskolm. Christine, Lady Romer, and 
Mr. MKRG^iKV¥. discovered. 

Lady R. So Esm6 Colquhoun is to be here to- 
night ? I am all curiosity. You know him well, 
Mrs. Borlase } 

Christine. He is a great friend of mine. 

Lady R. I am told he has such an extraordinary 
power of fascination that all women fall in love with 
him. Mr. Margrave, what is he like ? 

Mar. a conceited puppy, with long hair. 

Lady R. Here come the Prophetess and her 
Black Familiar. 

Enter Madame Tamvaco and Balaji. 

Balaji. Where is Miss Fountain ? 

Lady R. In one of her dreams, I suppose. 

Enter Judith. Walks up to Christine's 
easel. Margrave also looks at pic- 
ture. 

Mar. Esm6 would call that Nature idealized, 
Mrs. Borlase. 

Judith {shuddering). Esm6! Oh, how I dread 
meeting him I He has a weird influence over me. 
Madame Tamvaco, you know everything. Tell me, 
is it for good, or for evil ? 

Madame T. Show me your hand. {Takes 
Judith's kand^ utters an ejaculation of dismay.) I 
read a strange tale. I see a baleful magnetic influ- 
ence blighting a fair life. You are in danger. Pray, 
and strengthen your will to resist the evil. 
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Enter Mrs. Rainshaw and Sir Frederick 
RoMER. Men-servants bring in tea. 

Chris. Where is Colonel Rainshaw ? 

Mrs. Rain. He is gone to the station to meet an 
old Indian friend, Major Graysett, who has just 
come home on sick leave. With him .and Mr. 
Colquhoun our party will be complete. 

Enter Rainshaw and Graysett. 

Rain. Well, wifie, this is Major Graysett. 

(Mrs. Rainshaw and Graysett shake hands. 
She offers him tea.) 
Mrs. Rain. Major' Graysett, I am so glad to see 
you. Let me introduce you to Mrs. Borlase. {Thejy 
bow.) 

Judith approaches. Graysett looks at hery 
turns paky utters a cry of surprise^ and 
leans back against chair. 
Mrs. Rain. What is the matter } Are you ill ? 
Gray, {recovering). It is nothing — an attack of 
faintness only. 

{He refuses offers of wine^ etc. There is a 
stir among the guests.) 
Mrs. Rain. I shall leave you in my husband's 
care. We all disperse now till dinner-time. 

{They all go out. Rainshaw and Graysett 
are left alone.) 
Gray, {suddenly). Who was that young lady in 
white, with the spiritual-looking face ? 

Rain. That's a connection of my wife's, Miss 
Fountain, a rich heiress. MoUie wants to marry 
her to the great Esm6 Colquhoun. 
Gray. Who*s Colquhoun ? 

Rain. The poet. All the ladies are in love with 
him. He mesmerizes them. A tall good-looking 
fellow, with long hair. 

Gray. Has he a Greek face, with deep weird 
eyes, which thrill and fascinate you, you don't know 
why ? 
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Rain. So the ladies say. At any rate Judith 
Fountain seems to think so. 

Gray, {^impressively). This marriage must not 
take place. Do you believe in dreams ? 

Rain. When my dinner has disagreed with me. 

Gray. Do not laugh. Listen. You wondered 
just now at my agitation. I have had a dream — 
a warning. And it concerned Miss Fountain. 

Rain. Miss Fountain ! What do you mean ? 

Gray. She appeared to me in a dream which 
I had, coming down in the railway carriage. I recog- 
nised her the instant I saw her. 

Rain. Tell me your dream. 

Gray. I dreamed that I was in a large room, 
painted red, with a vaulted ceiling, and a great 
many unfinished pictures lying about — a studio. 

Rain. It sounds like Mrs. Borlase's studio. 

Gray. There was a piano. I seemed to hear 
a mysterious air played. On a divan in one corner 
a girl was lying. She wore a yellow dress. It was 
Miss Fountain. But oh ! the despair, the agony of 
her face ! I cannot describe it. It froze my heart. 
She stretched her hands out to me as if imploring 
me to save her from some terrible doom. Beside 
her stood a man in the prime of youth and vigour, 
with long dark hair and deep eyes, which, full 
of weird fascination, drew mine, so that I could 
only gaze spell-bound, till he turned towards the re- 
cumbent girl. Then the expression of his face changed 
to deadly loathing. She slowly raised herself, and 
stood at her full height, ashen-pale, horror-stricken ; 
then with a shriek — great God, it rings in my ears 
still l-T-fell at his feet dead. Why should 1 have 
recognised the woman ? Why should I have 
dreamed that dream, unless the vision portended 
some horrible tragedy ? 

. Rain, {soothingly). A dream, and a coincidence, 
nothing more. Your brain is excited. Sit down 
here and take a nap. \Exit. 
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Gray, (zn soliloquy). Pray Heaven no more such 
dreams ! 

Enter Judith. Goes to the piano without 
perceiving Graysett, and plays. 

Gray, {starting). Great God ! my dream-music ! 
Pardon me ; what's that you are playing ? 

Judith {absently). I don't know. I think I 
dreame4 it. 

Gray. Do you believe in dreams, Miss Foun- 
tain? 

Judith. Yes ; I often dream strange things. Do 
you? 

Gray. Only one, and that to-day. I dreamed of 
a pure young girl like yourself, whose life was 
blighted by the fatal influence of a bad man. 

Judith. I, too, am under an influence, but I know 
not if it be for good or evil. 

Gray. You will resist it ? 

Judith. I cannot. I have no will. You do not 
know. My mother was mad. And I — I cannot 
struggle against morbid thoughts. I make you sad. 
But I felt when I looked at you that you would be 
my friend. 

Gray, Indeed I will. 

Enter Rainshaw. 
Rain. What, Graysett, not dressed for dinner? 
But you have yet time — we are waiting for Esm6 
Colquhoun. 

\Exit Graysett. 

(Judith ^(^^j* on playing. The rest enter and 
converse in groups. Re-enter Graysett. 
He walks to Judith's side^ 

Footman {announces). Mr. Esm6 Colquhoun. 

Enter Esm£. 
Gray, {to Rain.). The man of my dream. 

{Curtain) 
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ACT II. 

(A week has elapsed^ 

Scene. — Mrs. Rainshavis boudoir. 

(EsMfi discovered reading Dante. Christine paint- 
ing. Judith at EsMt's feet.) 

EsMfe. Shall I translate it to you ? 

{//e translates. Christine utters a smothered 
sob, which only EsMfi notices. He gazes 
passionately at Christine / then intently 
fixes his eyes on Judith, who seems 
uneasy^ 
EsMfi. You are tired of my reading ? 
Judith (still uneasy). No. But you wish me to 
leave yon. 

EsMfi {influencing her mesmerically). You look 
pale. You should go out. 

Chris, {imploringly). Do not send her away ! 

(Judith rises ; goes lingeringly.) 
Chris, {with repressed passion). Why did you 
send her away ? 

EsMfi (passionately). Because I wish to be alone 
with you. Day by day you interpose this girl 
between yourself and me. Why ? 
Chris, (slowly). I am afraid. 
EsMfe. Of me ? 
Chris. Of myself. 

EsMfi (joyfully). You love me! Let us put an 
end to this mockery — ^this farce of friendship. The 
experiment has failed. It must be all or nothing. 
Let us defy the world and fly together. 
Chris. Impossible! 
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EsMfi. Your marriage is nothing. You are 
separated from your husband. I have loved you 
so long. You cannot refuse to be mine. 

Chris. I do refuse. For your sake as well as for 
my own. Vou dare not defy the world. Incense 
and adulation are the breath of your life. ^ You 
would soon weary of me. My charm for you is that 
I am unattainable. 

EsMfi. To me you are the one woman in the 
world. Your touch alone thrills me. Your voice 
alone impresses me. I love you, and you only. 

Chris, {in great agitation). There is but one 
safeguard for us. You must marry Judith Foun- 
tain. 

EsMfi. What ! a little crazed girl ! 

Chris. Half her craze is her devotion to you. 
You have gained power over her. It is your duty to 
make her happy. For both our sakes, I implore 
you 

Esm6. You do not love me, or you would not 
wish to tie me to a girl for whom I feel pity, it is 
true, but no love. And the world will say that I 
have married her for her money. 

Chris. Our world will attribute to you no motive 
that is base. And she will give you a position — 
freedom from sordid shackles. Your genius de- 
mands it of you. Esm6, I beseech — nay, I command. 
This — or we part for ever. 

Enter Mrs, Rainshaw. Christine hur- 
riedly leaves the room. 

Mrs. Rain. Mr. Colquhoun, help me to place 
this chair for Major Graysett. He is coming 
down. 

EsMfi. I am glad Major Graysett is getting over 
his fall. 

Mrs. Rain. He had no business to go out hunt- 
ing. I believe that he had an attack of fever on 
him the night he arrived. His nerves were shaken, 
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and, of course, any horse would have been too much 
for him. 

Enter Graysett, leaning on Rainshaw's arm. 
CoLQUHOUN shakes hands with him. 
Mrs. Rainshaw arranges pillows^ etc. 

Mrs. Rain. Mr. Colquhoun, I have left Madame 
Tamvaco in a state of fury. She says you deal in 
black magic. Go and persuade her you are quite 
harmless, and that you won't injure Miss Fountain. 

\^Exit Colquhoun. 

Gray. Have Miss Fountain and Mr. Colquhoun 
been much together ? 

Rain. Oh yes ! That affair is progressing favour- 
ably, and MoUie will pull off her event, in spite of 
Madame Tamvaco's disapproval. 

Mrs. Rain. What do you think, Major Graysett .^ 
— Madame Tamvaco and Mr. Colquhoun tried last 
night which could mesmerize the other, and the 
prophetess was beaten. WeVe arranged a mesmeric 
tournament. Both are to * will * that a third person 
shall do some given thing, and we are to judge 
which is the strongest. We drew lots as to who 
should be the subject, and, fancy ! the lot fell upon 
Judith. 

Gray. (z« consternation). You will not allow Miss 
Fountain to be the victim of such a brutal experi- 
ment "i 

Rain. There is nothing brutal in it. It may 
bring matters to a crisis. Esm6 ought to marry her. 

Gray. Mrs. Rainshaw I I beg of you, use your 
influence to keep these two apart. 

Mrs. Rain. Why ? Are you a candidate your- 
self, Major Graysett } In that case, I had better 
say at once, * My vote is pledged.' 

Gray. I have the most intense conviction that 
Mr. Colquhoun's fascination for this girl is evil, and 
that if she marries him there will be a tragedy. 

Mrs. Rain. What do you mean ? 
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Rain. Humour him ; he is off his head. (Aloud) 
That dream is preying upon you still, old fellow. 
Dreams always go by contraries. Cheer up. 

Enter Judith. 

Mrs. Rain, [aside to Grays ett). I will give you 
an opportunity. You shall plead your own cause. 

(Judith shakes hands with Graysett.) 

Judith. I am so glad you are better. Mrs. 
Rainshaw, Madame Tamvaco wants to know where 
you will have the stance. 

Mrs. Rain. Here, of course. Major Graysett 
shall be a spectator. Judith, you are sure you don't 
mind } 

Judith {eagerly). Oh, I long to know whether I 
have any of the wonderful faculties Madame Tam- 
vaco tells me I possess. She says that if I were 
placed under mesmeric influence I could read 
thoughts, and do all kinds of strange things. 

Mrs. Rain. Well, we shall soon see. Come 
along, Tom ; let us go and hunt the others up. 

(Judith walks restlessly to and fro. Gray- 
sett watches her with anxiety^ 

Gray. You seem excited, Miss Fountain. 

Judith. I cannot help it. I feel as though the 
hour had come. You know what I told you, of the 
influence one person had over me. That person is 
Esm6 Colquhoun, and to-day his power is to be 
tested. 

Gray, {sadly). Do you love him } 

Judith. Love } I cannot tell yet. He draws 
me to him. There is an affinity between us. I 
have a strange fancy that it is he only who can give 
me life, and teach me how to love. 

Gray, {passionately). Have / no power ? — for I, 
too, love you ! And so pure is my love, so strongly 
do I feel that Esm6 Colquhoun will be fatal to you, 
I would save you from him at the ^cost of never 
seeing you more. 
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Judith {m distress). You love me ? Oh no, no 1 
You have no power. I must obey what is so strong 
in me, if it is his will also. 

E flier Madam k Tamvaco and Balaji. 

Madame T. You will not be warned. There is 
a spell upon you, and, alas ! I fear that I am power- 
less to break it. 

Enter Christine and Esm£ together. 

Esm£. This is still your command 1 
Chris. I am resolved. Only as your wife's friend 
can I be yours. 

(Madame Tamvaco and Esm£ advance. 
Judith stands between them. The rest 
grouped. Madame Tamvaco makes 
passes. Esm£ remains motionless, his 
eyes fixed on Judith. After a few 
moments she turns towards Esm£, and 
appears in a state of trance. He blind- 
folds her, and she follows him from point 
to point.) 
Gray. Oh, this is terrible ! Mrs. Rainshaw, do 
not allow it to go on. 
All. No, nq ! 

(Esm£ leads Judith to Christine, and the 
three form a circle. Suddenly Judith 
utters a piercing shriek, tears off the 
bandage, and gazes wildly round.) 
Judith {to Esm£). What have you dotie to me 'i 
(Esm£ leads her aside. Mrs. Rainshaw and 
Christine rush forward. He waves 
them back.) 
Mrs. Rain. I was right : this will bring things to 
a crisis. 

(Esm£ leads Judith forivard.) 
EsMt. She has consented to be my wife. 

{Curtain.) 
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ACT III. 

(One year has elapsed.) 

Scene. — Christine's studio. 

(Christine ^^^M^v^^ame Tamvaco discovered looking 
at portrait on easel. ) 

Madame T. I think it excellent. Everyone will 
recognise the old witch. {Looking at portrait oj 
Judith.) How well you have caught the expression 
of Judith's eyes ! That was done before her mar- 
riage. Have you heard from them, Mrs. Borlase ? 

Chris. No. But all the world knows how they 
have been f^ted in America. 

Enter French Maid. 

French Maid. Voici une lettre, madame. 

Q)x^i%. {opens and reads). How singular! This is 
from Esmd Colquhoun. They have just returned 
from America. He says that he will follow this 
note. He will be here immediately. 

Madame T. Then I will leave you. I am no 
admirer of Esm6 Colquhoun. Au revoir ! I shall 
be here this evening. \Exit. 

Chris, {jm soliloquy). Esmd here ! How my heart 
beats ! He might have given me a longer prepara- 
tion. But this is folly. By this time Judith must 
have gained his heart ; and doubtless we shall see 
him in the character of the model husband. 

(French Maid announces Monsieur Esm£ 
Colquhoun.) 

{Enter Esm£. They greet each other formally^ 
Esm£. You see, my first visit is to you. 
Chris, {embarrassed). Why is not your wife with 
you ? 
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Esm£. Myxwife. She is. In fact, the journey 
upset her. But, if you will allow us, we are both 
coming to you this evening. I hear that your 
* Thursdays ' are still the most popular in London. 

Chris. I shall be glad to see you both. 

Esm£ (excitedly). The first news I hear on my 
arrival in London is that you are free. 

Chris. i;;with forced composure). The news has 
been long reaching you. My husband died suddenly 
— very soon after your marriage and departure for 
America. 

Esm£. I wrote seldom to England. I avoided the 
bare mention of your name. It was my object to 
tear you from my heart. I have failed. I love you 
more intensely than ever. Had I known that you 
were free, my life would have been a worse hell than 
my marriage has made it. 

Chris. You are not happy ? 

EsMfi {passionately). Happy ! Yes, if it be hap- 
piness to live the prey to a torturing regret ; if it be 
happiness to be chained to a mad woman. 

Chris, {in horror). Mad ! 

EsMfi. I little knew when I brought her under my 
mesmeric influence what misery I was preparing. 

Chris. Oh, explain ! 

Esm£. Imagine your most secret thoughts laid 
bare to the eyes of a clairvoyant, from whom you 
cannot escape! Is not this torture? Judith has 
developed the most marvellous psychic faculties. 
She has discovered my love for you. She raves at 
me perpetually. At times she seems possessed by 
a fiend. The only way in which I can obtain any 
respite is by throwing her into a deep mesmeric 
sleep. 

Chris. Oh, this is terrible ! 

Esm£. It is your doing. You forced me by your 
cold scruples into this loveless marriage. You, too, 
are wretched. Your face tells it me. Our three 
lives are sacrificed. 
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Chris. Spare me. I thought only of you. Oh, 
Esm6, come here no more ! If we meet, let it be 
in the eyes of the world, and with your wife by 
your side. I entreat you, do not try to see me 
alone. 

Enter French Maid. 

French Maid. Est-ce que madame peut recevoir 
Major Graysett. 
Chris. Let him enter. 
Esm£. I cannot meet that man. 

"^ [Exit by garden door. 

Enter Graysett. Advances hurriedly to 
Christine. They shake hands. 

Gray. Mrs. Borlase, I have a favour to ask you. 
The Colquhouns are in London. 

Chris. I know it. Esm6 has just left me. 

Gray. Half an hour ago I received a letter from 
Judith. From its tone I fear that she is in trouble. 
She begs me to meet her here. Will you let me see 
her alone } 

Chris. Of course ; I will give orders that you shall 
not be disturbed. {Exit. 

Gray, {soliloquises). Strange that she should 
appoint a meeting here, in this very room — the scene 
of my vision. Does she guess, I wonder, that I love 
her still .'^ Is she in need and peril, and does she 
call upon me to fulfil my vow of friendship ? 

Enter Judith, looking ill and unhinged. 
She advances and throws off her cloak 
and hat. Graysett takes her hand and 
looks at her anxiotisly. She gazes round 
her. 

Judith. Where is Christine ? 

Gray. I believe that she has gone out. 

Judith. I came here to upbraid her with what she 
has done — to ask her to give me my husband's love. 
I wished you to hear what I had to say. 
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Gray. I fear that you are ill. 

Judith {sits down, puts her hand to her forehead). 
I am so tired. Last night I was ill. I very often 
turn giddy, and then I am not myself for a little 
while. 

Gray. Why does not your husband call in a 
physician ? 

Judith {angrily). I will not see a doctor. If I 
told him everything he would say I was mad. I will 
tell you, but no one else, of the horror that is upon 
me. And if you hate me 

Gray. I could never hate you. 

Judith {agitatedly). It began soon after my 
marriage. I used to make him mesmerize me, and 
gradually I got to feel in curious sympathy with 
him, to know what he was thinking of. I could see 
his mind, and I knew that he loved Christine, and 
that he hated me. And I was always thinking of 
how I could be revenged on her. I have an impulse 
to kill her. I see her at her easel, and I see myself 
stealing up behind her, and stabbing her. I am 
afraid of myself. I feel that some time the impulse 
will get too strong for me. It was in my mind 
when I wrote to you. I knew that I must come 
here. I wanted you to save me. 

Gray. I will save you. My life is consecrated to 
you. {Leads her away.) 

Enter two Maids with a basket of flowers. 
They bring in lamps. 

French Maid. Madame is very nearly dressed. 
And now the room must be arranged for this 
evening. 

{Th^ move easel and furniture^ and arrange 
flowers^ 

Enter Christine in evening attire. Sits 
down to piano and plays Judith's air. 
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Enter Margrave, Madame Tamvaco, and 
other Guests. 

Madame T. {fanning herself). How hot it is ! 
What does your Hamlet say? — 'Oh that this too 
solid flesh would melt !' 

Mar. (aside). I should be sorry for the carpet. 
It would be a large puddle. 

Enter Mr. and Mrs. Rainshaw and other Guests. 

Mrs. Rain. We have come to see your lions. I 
hear the Colquhouns will be here. 

Chris. They have not yet arrived. How do you 
do, M. de Rivaz ? 

Enter De Rivaz, Sir Frederick and Lady 
Romer. Guests arrive one by one. 

De Rivaz. You are always simpatica, Mrs. Borlase. 
Lady R. (aside). Do ask De Rivaz to sing. 

(De Rivaz sings. A recitation follows. 
Guests converse^ 

Enter Esm£. 

Chris, (aside). I hoped that he would not come, 
(Aloud) How do you do, Mr. Colquhoun ? I 
hope that we are to see your wife. (Aside) I 
begged you not to come alone. 

Esm£ (aside). I could not keep away. (Aloud) 
My wife- intended to accompany me, but at the 
last moment she felt faint, and preferred to stay at 
home. 

(Esm£ moves about ^ receiving adulation from 
the crowd. In th4 midst of the hubbub . 
Judith is seen descending the stairs, 
apparently in a mesmeric trance. She 
pauses at the foot of the stairs. She has 
a dagger in her hand.) 
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De Rivaz. Are we to have a recitation in 
character ? 

Lady R. It is Mrs. Colquhoun. How extra- 
ordinary! But she was always odd. And you 
Jen ow people say that her mother was mad. 

(J udith's waltz is softly played. She advances. 
Esm£ rushes forward and wrests the 
dagger front her hand. Graysett 
places himself beside her. Judith utters 
a piercing shriek, and falls back in 
Graysett's arms.) 
Gray, (to Esm£). You have killed her. 
Esm£ (solemnly). No. It is Destiny. 



(Curtain^ 



THE end. 
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